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Summary: 


"Don' fuckin' tell me to calm down!" He slammed his fists on the table. 
"You fuckers act like it was all my fault! Like it's my fault everythin' went 
to shit! It was all a shit show b'fore this!" His voice was trembling. 


The doctor hummed, watching the teen's body language. The way his 
hands had started to shake, the way his breaths had quickened, telltale 
signs of distress and fear. He leaned back in his seat, giving himself some 
distance from Henry. "Why don't you tell me the truth then?" 


After being arrested for the death of his father, as well as his friends 
and various other deaths in Derry, Maine, Henry has his own story to 
tell. Coming from an abusive and broken home doesn't raise the most 
mentally stable people, after all. Please heed the warnings in the tags 
and take them seriously. 


Boys Don't Cry 
Author's Note: 


Hello my dears, if you are reading this than you have 
read through the tags and decided to take the 
journey into this fucked up work of fiction. As my 
name states, I write to cope with traumas, but as 
someone with a degree in psychology I also use this 
as an opportunity to explore the human psyche. This 
is the only other warning you will receive: This work 
contains potentially triggering content, which 
includes abuse(Verbal, child, physical, emotional, 
and psychological) as well as excessive use of 
alcohol, and domestic violence. If any of these bother 
you, please hit the back button, do not leave 
complaints in the comments that you weren't 
warned. I am basing most of this off the 2017 
adaptation, but will also have some elements from 
the book or general lore from the book. Still here? 
Then please enjoy(?) this potentially wild ride. 


September, 1989 


Catching Henry Bowers after the brutal murder of his father had been 
pretty easy. As subpar as the Derry police were, it was easy enough 
for them to narrow the suspects down; it wasn't a secret that Oscar 
'Butch' Bowers was a drunk ass who abused his power, and his violent 
streak against his son had made Henry a prime suspect. When he had 
come home covered in the blood of not only his father, but his 
friends Vic and Belch as well, the police force of Derry had been 
waiting for him and quickly took him into custody. It had been about 
a month and a half since then, and while Henry had been blamed for 
all the murders that summer, they hadn't been able to get any 
information out of him about them. He hadn't argued about the 
conviction, he had nothing he could say to prove or disprove his 
involvement in the several murder. Finally fed up, the police had 


called in a psychologist from another city to come interview Henry. 


He hadn't wanted to have this "goddamn" interview, but he had 
begrudgingly cooperated when he was escorted to a room with 
cement walls and a one way window, a simple table and two chairs 
in the center of the room. He had been in here several times since 
then, barraged with questions on why and where he murdered the 
missing children. He was still cuffed as he was forced to sit in one of 
the chairs, grunting a little at the force the officers used. He covertly 
flipped them off as they left him in there, dropping his had back to 
stare at the ceiling. He knew the officers would be watching him on 
the other side of the window, he'd figured that out by now. In the 
first several days, he had done a lot of yelling, cursing, and generally 
inappropriate behavior. By now he was done with the amusement of 
being as inappropriate as he could be whilst in handcuffs. He 
thrummed his fingers on the metal table, letting the quiet thud of the 
table fill the otherwise silent room. The silence was deafening and set 
his nerves on edge; he couldn't explain why, because he didn't know. 
Maybe it was knowing that silence used to mean bad things, or 
because he felt like he was being watched from somewhere other 
than the window. 


There was a click as the door unlocked and creaked open, an older 
gentleman in a gray suit and tacky tie stepping into the room. Henry 
lifted his head a bit, locking his eyes on who he assumed was the 
doctor. He had a bushy mustache that reminded Henry of a push 
broom, and eyes that kind of reminded him of his mother; kind, 
genuine eyes. On some level it made him squirm, sitting up more as 
he watched the doctor walk over calmly. The man pulled out his 
chair and sat down, placing his open notebook down on the table. He 
smiled gently at Henry, causing the teen to avert his eyes. "Good 
afternoon, Young Bowers. I'm Doctor Cheston, I was asked to come 
speak with you today. May I call you Henry?" 


The kind speech and gentle nature was so much like his mother, it 
was troublesome. He snorted in annoyance, picking at his finger 
nails-or what was left of them. "Doesn' fuckin' matter, yer gonna do 
whatchu want anyway," he grumbled, choosing to watch his cuffed 
hands than look at the doctor. When there was no response, he 
glanced up. "...What? Whadda ya want?" 


"I'm waiting for you to tell me if I can call you Henry," Dr. Cheston 
replied simply. "If you aren't comfortable with that I can call you Mr. 
Bowers--" 


"Don't." Dr. Cheston hadn't even finished his sentence when Henry 
interrupted him rather harshly. The teen's jaw was clenched, lips 
drawn into a thin line as he glared daggers at the doctor. "Don' call 
me that, ever, ya hear me?" he spat, slamming his fists on the table 
with a loud bang. "I'm not like that muthafuckin' sumbitch, I don’ 
want his fuckin' name as my own, are we clear?!" He paused, before 
exhaling sharply through his nose and looking at the door. "... Henry 
is fine." 


The gentleman didn't even flinch as Henry threw his small tantrum, 
quietly jotting down the reaction and trigger. "Alright, I won't call 
you that. Henry it is." He gave Henry a moment to calm down before 
he spoke again. "Now then...I've already spoken to the police a bit. 
Why don't you tell me why you're here?" 


He gave Dr. Cheston a look of pure annoyance. Why was he asking 
such a stupid question if he had already spoke with the police? They 
had probably given the doctor his whole file-he could see the notes in 
the notebook for Christ's sake. "You read the goddamn reports, I 
already know that, why are you askin' me this shit?" 


"I'm asking you, not the police," he hummed. 


Henry was quiet for several beats. He wasn't the brightest, making 
things a little difficult to think through at times. After a long pause, 
he let out a huff of air through his nose. "I killed people." 


"Who?" 

",..my friends. My old man. Buncha kids." 

"Are you saying that, or is that what you were told happened?" 
"Lil bit of both, I guess..." 


Dr. Cheston hummed, tapping his pen on the paper after making a 
note. "I see. How did you kill your father, Henry?" 


The funny thing about the question was, he only vaguely 
remembered doing it. He remembered the knife in the mailbox 
attached to a red balloon, which had been weird in general. And he 
remembered the red hot anger that he had felt, like a tidal wave 
crashing over him. Blind rage, he was told that's what it was called. 
But that was it. "I put the knife to his neck while he was sleeping, 
pressed the button to make the knife come out, and just held it 
there." It was such an empty, mechanical answer, there was no 
obvious remorse. "And that was it." 


The doctor watched him carefully, taking note of his body language 
as he spoke. "And how do you feel about that?" 


He gave an awkward sort of shrug, hissing when he accidentally 
ripped a hangnail on his finger. "Sumbitch..." He sucked on the finger 
for a moment before looking at the doctor to answer his question. "He 
was a fuckin' drunkass bastard. Course I ain't sad." 


He watched Henry quietly. "I see. And what about your friends, I 
believe it was Victor Criss and Reginald Huggins?" 


"Vic and Belch..." He mumbled. This time his expression shifted, a 
faint hint of anguish glazing over his eyes before he quickly shook it 
off. "What ‘bout 'em?" 


The man made a note of the oh so subtle change in expression. "Well 
the report says you killed them as well. Is that true--" 


"I dunno." 

He raised a brow. "You don't know? Care to elaborate?" 
He rolled his eyes. "There's nothin' to elaborate on." 
"What do you mean, Henry?" 


"What the fuck do you think it means, dipshit?!" he roared, standing 
up so fast that the feet of his chair screeched along the floor. The 
handcuffs on his wrists clanged loudly against the table. "I said I 
dunno, didn' I?!" And that was the honest truth. He didn't know how 
he supposedly killed them. He didn't remember the event, he just 
knew they had found Belch and Vic with their throats slit, and had 


found the other teens' blood all over him. However, no matter how 
much Henry wracked his brain he couldn't find any sort of memory of 
such a thing. There was a blank space in his memory of at least a 
couple hours that he couldn't explain. He had tried, mostly for his 
own closure. They had been his best friends since they were kids, 
after all; finding out they were gone, supposedly by his hand, had 
been a hard pill to swallow. He still hadn't succeeded. "I dunno if its 
true that I killed 'em, I don' remember shit 'bout it. The fuckin' squad 
or whatever, found their blood on me, and later found 'em in Belch's 
car with their throats cut open, put it together and I'm apparently the 
one who did it even though I don' remember fuckin' doin' it! Plus, 
they were my best fuckin' friends since we were kids, why would I do 
that?! They were always there fer me when no one else was!" 


Dr. Cheston didn't flinch when Henry started yelling, showed no 
sense of alarm. He was perfectly calm and quiet, letting the sixteen 
year old express his feelings. He saw no problem with letting an 
obviously malcontent and confused young man getting defensive over 
circumstances, especially in this case. He found Henry's lack of 
memory to be interesting, in fact. "You don't remember?" he repeated, 
making sure he kept his voice calm. His tone seemed to put the teen 
into some sense of calm as he slowly sat down again, hands resting 
on the table. Henry nodded faintly, and the man hummed with 
interest. "Are there other things you don't remember, Henry?" 


He didn't answer initially, trying to find something in the room to 
occupy his gaze, while also double checking nothing was watching 
him within the room. "They said I killed a buncha the kids that went 
missing this summer. I don' remember anythin' like that." 


"Do you think you did it?" 


Did he? It didn't sound right to him. He knew he hadn't been thinking 
really well all summer, that his head was kind of fuzzy, but 
something like that would be something he felt he would remember. 
"No." 


"Why's that?" 


Henry shifted in his seat, both in discomfort from the lowkey 
interrogation, but also because he felt his butt going to sleep. "I 


mighta beat kids up, mighta stole lunch money and harassed 'em. But 
woulda never kidnapped 'em, or murder 'em. Where would I hide 'em 
anyways? Don' exactly have a good place." He frowned, brows 
furrowing. "They found 'em in the sewers. I hate that place. Like hell 
I'd go there to hide a fuckin' body, let alone however many there 
were." 


There was a sound of acknowledgment from the doctor as he looked 
at his notes. It was interesting to him that the sixteen year old had 
been charged with such horrific acts, yet he showed some semblance 
of remorse. If he was truly the psychopathic murderer the records 
had painted Henry out to be, there would be no remorse, no grief. 
"Can I ask you a question, Henry?" 


"You been askin' a bucha questions, why stop now?" he replied 
sarcastically. 


"Police records stated that you didn't argue against the charges." The 
doctor stroked his mustache momentarily, watching Henry's body 
language. "If you weren't involved with these, why would you accept 
them?" 


He shrugged. "Kinda hard to fight somethin’ when you got no proof 
you did or didn’ do it." The reason actually made a bit of sense, 
especially to a teen with nothing left to lose. "I couldn' prove that I 
didn' kill 'em, 'specially with the gap." 


"Gap?" 


"Things got kinda fuzzy 'round the time I killed the old man. Like...I 
don' really remember everythin' 'bout it." He started biting at his 
thumb nail, as much as remained in chewing capacity. "It's kinda 


mi 


like...flashes or somethin’. 
"Flashes?" 


"Yeah. Like..." He closed his eyes tightly, concentrating hard on 
trying to remember. "I remember findin' the knife, in the mail box. I 
remember seein' him in the chair sleepin’. And..." He paused, 
frowning as his eyes opened. "I kinda remember, the tv." 


Dr. Cheston sat up straight, clicking his pen as he prepared to jot 
something down. He had the distinct feeling he was on to something. 
"The tv? Did you see something on it?" 


"Yeah. Well, no? I'm..." Henry clumsily ran his cuffed hands through 
his hair. "I dunno. There was a kiddie show on. They were sayin' 
somethin’. And the lady on the tv was cheerin' 'em on." 


He leaned forward. "Were they speaking to you, Henry?" When the 
teen nodded, he pressed further. "What did they say?" This was 
starting to sound like some form of psychosis, although the why was 
a mystery still. If the doctor could just pinpoint the cause, he could 
make a determination. 


The young man shifted in his seat, faint hints of discomfort on his 
face; he bit his cheek, lips pressed together and brows furrowed in 
contemplation. "They were sayin' kill them all." It was impressive how 
much brighter he sounded when he actually enunciated his words. 
"That's it. Over and over and over and over. And...that clown...." His 
gaze shifted, going completely blank. 


Dr. Cheston locked on Henry's gaze, humming. "A clown? Where was 
the clown, Henry?" It was a clear sign of dissociation, which was, in 
the majority of cases, caused by trauma. It peaked the doctor's 
interest; what kind of trauma could Henry have gone through to 
make it this severe? Being from outside of Derry, Oscar Bowers' 
history and rumored abuse was unknown to him. 


"The TV," he mumbled. "But he was like...ya know, he hadn' been 
there b'fore. He wasn't there and then he was as the kids on tv were 
chantin', just starin' at me...and when the knife came out, he was 
smilin'." 

That was more than a little concerning to the doctor. "Smiling? That's 
pretty normal for clowns, isn't it?" 


He shook his head. "Not like this...ya know, I can't remember specific 
details, like what happ'ned or the fuckin' thing's makeup and clothes. 
But the smile he gave me, I can remember." 


"Can you describe it?" 


"Nah...I don' got the right vocab fer that." 


The gentleman hummed, rather interested in what the teen meant. 
"Well...what about drawing? Could you draw it for me?" There was a 
pause, before Henry nodded. He probably wouldn't get it exact, but 
he could probably do enough to get his point across. Dr. Cheston 
smiled and slid the notebook he had been writing in to Henry, sitting 
the pen on top of it. Given circumstances, the officers hadn't allowed 
him pens or papers, so it was surprising to Henry. Drawing was a 
little hard with his hands still cuffed, but he managed. It was a rather 
crude drawing; he was no artist after all. The face had what looked 
like a heavy brow, eyes blank with one pointing elsewhere. The 
mouth had thin lips, deep smile lines, and the bottom lip was almost 
comically elongated. What intrigued the doctor was the sharp teeth. 
It was just a strange and specific detail. He hummed as Henry passed 
the notebook and pen back, looking over the little doodle. 
"Interesting. Thank you for sharing this with me, Henry." He clicked 
his tongue. "You seem to be suffering from a sort of psychosis--" 


"I ain't a fuckin' psycho!" Henry's jaw clenched. "Alrigh'? I know what 
I fuckin' saw! I wasn' seein' shit!" 


He held his hands up in a submissive gesture. "Now Henry. I need for 
you to calm down." 


"Don' fuckin’ tell me to calm down!" He slammed his fists on the 
table. "You fuckers act like it was all my fault! Like it's my fault 
everythin’ went to shit! It was all a shit show b'fore this!" His voice 
was trembling. 


The doctor hummed, watching the teen's body language. The way his 
hands had started to shake, the way his breaths had quickened, 
telltale signs of distress and fear. He leaned back in his seat, giving 
himself some distance from Henry. "Why don't you tell me the truth 
then?" 
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